* Hannah Bullen stood staring seaward. Romney Marsh
stretched out between her and the sea, more than two miles
of greyish-green marsh with cattle upon it, sheep and strong
steers - for a long time ago the sea had left Rother/
And no more was heard of that unhappy trolley book.
Packed away among the manuscripts of the books that are
so familiar is the definitive typescript of that perennial
hobby-horse - it will never be published and I suppose I
should destroy it. Actually it contained one fragment of
inspiration which did see publication as a short story:
Fraulein Schwartz. It did also embody an excellent theme,
but it was not destined to join the works of Radclyffe Hall.
Yet somehow I feel a reluctance to burn it; it has already
borne the heat of the day.
But, talking of destruction, there was one respect in
which I trained John and repeatedly read the riot act until
she ceased to transgress. In the early days of her writing,
when dissatisfied with a piece of work after a first trial
reading, she would sit down to re-model it nearer to her
heart's desire. And sometimes she would be perfectly right
and the second version would surpass the first. But it
occasionally happened that her dissatisfaction was unjusti-
fied; was born perhaps of a mood induced by exhaustion
and overwork, and that when I came to read and she to
hear her revised version, our eyes would meet and she
would say ... *I know what you're thinking. The first
one was better. ...' and I would reply: * Of course it was.
Let me read it to you again: where is it 2' Guiltily she would
look at me and confess that she had destroyed it. If it had
been torn up it meant only patient reconstruction of the
fragments in the waste-paper basket, but sometimes the
flames had already had their way.
There came a day when after such a disaster I exacted a
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